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Cimon, 7 Simple Brothers, in Love with 
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5 ARCAS and AGO. 
EGON. 
| 1 Way I ſee old Cory don advancing 


He comes, by my Appointment, to complain 
Of ſome Abuſe that's offer'd to his Daughter, 
And hopes that your Authority will right him. 
Arc. Tis true, ſomewhat of this I've heard, 
ZEp. He's here, with all the Parties, to attend yous 


Enter Corydon, Phillida, Cimon, Mopſus, Damon, 
and other Sheepherds. 


Cor. May all our Gods preſerve the noble Areal 
Lord of our Lands and Flocks---- _ 
Arc. Good Neighbours, welcome; 
hat ſeems amiſs, that may concern your Welfare? 
Cor. Ah! my good Lord, I have no Skill to ſpeech it; 
But Griet at Heart, will always find a Tongue. 
My Lord, this home-bred Maid I call my Daughter, 
© She's all I have, and all my Hepe ; now I 
Would gladly ſee her well diſpos'd in Marriage, 
And that ſhe might not die a Maid unask'd, 
I have declar'd one half of what I have 
Her Dow'r, in Preſent ; at my Death the reſt. 
” *Tis true, tis little; but till Half is Half. 
Now here, fo pleaſe you, I have found her out 
A Pair of wholſome Youths, to take her Choice of ; 
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Brothers they be, Sons of my Neighbour Dorus ; 
This is call'd Cimon, and the younger Mopſus ! 
"Their Means and Manners ſuit her Breeding well, 
And both profeſs their Hearts are ſet upon her. 
Cim. Yes, and pleaſe you, both cruelly in Love. 
( Half crying, 
Cov. Nay pr'thee, Cimon, let me tell my Story. 
Arc. A little Patience, Friend. 
Mob. --- Hoh! hoh! hoh! hoh! 
That Fool my Brother's always in the wrong! 
Cor. Fy, fy; Mopſus! now thou art worſe than he. 
Arc. On with thy Tale | 
Cor. Now, Sir, theſe Eads, I ſay, | 
Were nothing in the Way to croſs their Courtſhip, 
Might one, or t'other, make her a good Husband. 
But here, here, ant pleaſe you, lies our Grief; 
The wiltul Girl is ſcornful to them both, 
And why? becauſe, forſooth ? ſhe loves another. 
But how | how is her Lovediſpos'd? why thus; 
This pratling gameſome Boy, this Damon here! 
With Songs and Gambols has, I think, bewitch'd her. 
His Pipe, it ſeems, has played her ſweeter Sounds, 
And all the idle Day, they toy and ſing together. 
Cim, Ay, ſo they do, an' pleaſe you — 
Cor. —— Nay, nay, Cimon /! 
Cim. Well, well! I've done; but J am ſure 'tis true 
tho 
Cor. So nothing now will go down with her but Damon. 
And what will Bamon do? Why ruin her. 
The Lamb that's in the Hungry Fox's Mouth, 
Has little Hope to ſcape being made his Breakfaſt. 
For he declares he ne'cr intends to marry, 
And openly defies my Power to force him, 
A hard Defiance to a tender Father! (Weeps. 
Now, good my Lord, tis true your'e not our King, 
And therefore none are bound by Law to obey you, 
But you've a ſtronger 'Tye o're us, our Hearts, 
The Man was branded here that ſcorn'd your Pleaſure, 
And the great Good you do us every Day, - 
Will make yout Word go farther than a Low: 
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| i if your Pity think my Caſe is hard, 


wh 


I leave the Manner how, to your great Wiſdom ; | 
And hope your Goodneſs will prevent a Father's Sor- 


4 row. | 
"3 | Arc. O gon! how affecting is the Tongue 
Of plain Simplicity——the Honeſt Wretch. 
He moves me more with Nature's Eloquence, 
Than all the Points of our Athenian Orators. 
Thy Grief, good Corydon, I take to Heart, 
4 And, to my poor Extent of Power will ſerve thee : 
But hear me now, what others may reply. ; 
| Damon, thou 'aſt heard this good old Man's Complaint ; 
Why haſt thou dallied with this Maid's Affection? 
Dam. My Lord, I mean the Laſs no Harm, not L 
Tis true, I like her Lips, and ſo I do 
Some twenty others; and twenty others may 
Have all the ſame Demand to marry me, 
But, las- a-day! tho' Kiſſing goes by Favour, 
A Man can't marry every Girl he kiſſes. | 
er. Were that a Claim, then ſhe that firſt was kiſs'd, 
ds, Should firſt be married; ſol hope, my Lord, 
I ſhall not be bound tp do one right, in wrong 
To hundreds that ſhould come turn before her. 
Ag. Sirrah ! thou mak'ſt thy Perjuries a Sport, 
Ie And think'f thy Wit excuſes Wickedneſs. | 
Dam. Not fo hard, good Maſter ; for Maids ſome- 
on. times, 
Are ſlippery Bits, as well as we; and he 
That has but one poor String to his Bow, if that 
Should fly, will find but ſorry Sport a-ſhooting. 
As. Knave ! thou'rt a Nuſance; all thy Neigh- 
f bours note thee | 
5, Fora Poacher; When Nuts are ripe, he cracks 
85 'You halt the Apron- ſtrings around the Country. 
0 Arc. Gently, Agon; let us ſuſpend Reproof, 
| That we may hear, without Diſguiſe, his Thought, 
re, Well Damon, what amends to Cor) don? 
What ſhall I ay I've done right to his Daughter ? 
| Dam Why, let the Damſelt pleaſe herfelf, my Lord; 
S@ If ſhe's diſpos'd to marry, there's her Choice. 
Ik to make Life a Frolick---here's her Man. 


There's 
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There's no great Hardſhip where the Will is free: 

As ſhe muſt firſt conſent 22 ſhe kiſſes, 

I hope ſne Il firſt have mine before I marry, 

For tho? ſome Men have hang'd themſelves for Maids, 

Vet J have known my Betters think a Wife 

The worlt of Halters; ſo whate'er betide me, 

J hope you won't makę Marriage, Sir, my Sentence. 
Arc. Think'ſt thou a virtuous Bride a Puniſhmeat ? 
Dam. A Halter made of Silks a Halter ſtill. 

And as the Song wiſcly ſays, my Lord, 


> WW. 


The Man for Life, 
That takes a Wife, 
Ts like a Thouſand diſmzal Things ; 
A Fox in Trap, | 
Or <vorſe, may hap ; 
An Owl in Cage that never ſings. 


Dull from Morn to Night, 
He hates her Sight, 
Ter he, poor Soul ! muſt endure it. 
Bed of Thorns /! 
Head of Horns ! 
Such a Life] 
Rope, or Knife, 
Cay only cure it. 


I I, 
A Bull at Stake, 


Jo merry make, 
Fe roars aloud, the Laugb is ſtrong ? 
Like D g and Cat, 
Or Puſs and Rat, 
He fabts for Life, and it laſts as long. 


Bas the Man that's free, 
Is like the Bee, | : 
| | I hat's 
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Never cloys 
be With his Joys; 
ls, Þ Day or Night, 
1 New Delight 
Ts only laſting. 


ET: Cor. You ſee, Sir, I have not accus'd him falfly | 
He owns himſelf more wicked than I ſpoke him, 
Arc. *Tis true, as ſuch we ſhall — him, 
Well, my good Friends, I hope what you propoſe 
(io Cim. and Map: 
Will ſhew your Hearts are of an honeſt Mold, 
There ſtands the Maid; if you have ought to urge; 
That may prefer your Hopes to Damom s, 
Take this Occaſion to avow your Love: 
You have her Father's Wiſh, and my Protection: 
Cim. Ah! Sir, an' like you, I ha' no Heart to ſpeaks; 
She flouts and gluts at me from Morn to Night, 
dee how ſhe looks now ! 'eauſe ſhe can't avoid me. 
Arc, Take Courage, Man; tis but her Maiden 
Shyneſs. 
Cim. D'ye think ſo, Sir? Why then I will take 
| Heart. 
If an old Song will do the Thing have at her; 


AIR II. 


There's not a Swain 
On the Plain, | 
Would be bleſt as J. 
O could you but, could you but on me ſmile ; 
But you appear 
So ſevere, 
| That trembling with Fear, 
My Heart goes pit. a- pat, pit-a-pat all the whije. 
hen I cry, , : 
Muſt I die? 
You make no Reply, 
2 But look ſby, 
7 | And, with a ſcornful Eye, | 
Kill mg with your Cruelty ; How 
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How can you be, can you be 
Hod can you be ſo hard to me? 


Ah! poor Cimon, thou art ne er the nearer : 
Not all thy Sighs, nor Songs, nor Sobs can move her 
N | | (Crying. | 
Cor. You ſee, my Lord, the Lad, tho' fearful, *» 
His Heart is honeſtly diſpos'd, however. : 
Arc. Perhaps ſhe may be more inclin'd to Mopſus. 
A. Come, Mopſus, now tor thee, thy Heart ſeeins 
chearful. | Sn 8 
'Afop. Ay, twas always ſo; I love to laugh, 
Let things go how they will; why let her frown 
As long as Cimon's us d as ill as I, ? 
It gives one's Mind a little Eaſe however: 
Happen as it will, I ſhall have him to laugh at. 
So, as he's for ſinging an old Song ſadly, | 
T will be but ſad totry a new one merrily. 


AIR II. 


ben Phillida milks her Co, 
: ' How have I flood ſmirking ? 
Ob? the pretty Stream would flow, 
| With a Ferk, and a Ferk in ! 
Thy whiter Boſom too ſo heav d, 
Half out, and half in! © 
That of my Breath I was bereav/'d, 
With a Fit of laughing ! 
T could not hold from laugh. — ing! 
Half out, and half in! | 
Oh! to fee them fall and viſe, ' 
T laugh till I loſt my Eyes: 
Half out, and half in | 
And it was the pureſt Sight, 
Der gave Delight, 
From Morn to Night, T1 
I could ha* dy d with laughing, 
With Taugh=—ing, 
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g. Well ſaid, Mopſus! Thou ſing'ſt it from thy 
| Heart, 
And *tis a merry one — 
Mob. — Better than crying. 
ir Cor. Ah! Sir, we poor Swains have but homely 
"eg. Words | | 
ul, To ſpeak our Minds; but what we ſay, we ſtand to. 
Arc. An honeſt Principle: Now, my good Friend, 

Let us enquire into thy Daughter's Heart ; : 
For that muſt guide us— 

Cor. — Phillida, come near. 

Arc. Well, my fair Maid, is there within my 
| Power | 
Aught that may contribute to thy Happineſs ? 

Of all theſe Youths, for thou art free to chuſe, 
Which is the Swain comes neareſt to thy Heart ? 
Phil. Sg | am forc'd to ſpeak the Truth my 
rd, 
IT own my Heart has play'd a ſimple Game: 
I know my Father's Kindnef means me well, 
And I could wifh I had the Power to pleaſe him; 
But I am loth to live a ſavage Life: 
And ſure, theſe Lads were woful Company, 
Cim. O ſcornful Maid! my Heart will burſt with 
Grief. N (Cries. 
Mop. Hoh! hoh! poor Cimon's in a bitter taking. 
5 ; ( Laughs. 
Phil. >, 1 hard to chuſe from ſuch Extreams of 
olly. 
Damon, with all his Infidelities, 
p Seems not to me, Sir, half ſo terrible: 

And I am more than much afraid I love him. 

"Tis true, I know him fickle, falſe, and faithleſs; 

And ] have try'd a thouſand thouſand times 

To ſhur him from my Thoughts, but c will not do, 
Whene'er my Heart is open, in he comes: 

Again ſubmits, and is again forgiven; 
Again I love, and am again forſaken; 

Let ſtill he fools me on, and when he's abſent, 
With Sighs and Songs I thus relieve my Folly. 
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AIR IV: 
I 


M hal Woman could do, I haue tr yd to be free; 
Yet db all I can, 

T find T love him, and tho' be flies me, 
StHII, ſtill be*s the Man: | 

They tell me, at once he to twenty will ſweay ? 

When Vows are fo ſweet, who the Falfbood can fea ; 
So when you have ſaid all you can, £ 
SHI] = fil] he's the Man. 


II. 


I caught once making Love to a Maid, 
W hen to him I ran, 
He turn'd and kiſs'd me, then cubo could up braid 
So civil a Man? 
The next Day I found to a third he was kind, 
J rated bim ſoundly, he ſwore I was blind; 
So Jet him do quhat I can, 
Still—ftill be's the Man. 


III. 


All the world bids me becvare of his art: 
Til do whatT can; 
But he has taken ſuch hold of my heart, 
T1 doubt he's the Man, 
So ſaveet are his Kiſſes, his looks are ſo Kind, 
He may have his Haults, but if | none can find, 
Who can do more than they can ? 


He „ill is the Han. 


Arc. Take comfort, Comydn; all yet may mend: 


Thy daughter's frank confeſſion of her love 
Perſuades me of her guarded innocence. 
And tho? licentious Damon may deſerve 
Severe reproof; yet for the maiden's fake 


(For what he ſuffers, her fond heart will feel) We 
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. e will not harden him by puniſhment, 
But rather tempt him by reward, to virtue. 
"Of this bad matter make we then the beſt. 
If therefore, Damon, thou, or any ſwain, 
By ſuit, or ſervice of his Jove, can woo, 
nd win this gentle maid to be his bride, 
The dow'r, which her kind father has declar'd, 
My ſelf will double on her marriage day, 
And give him, with her hand, my farther fayour. 
Cor. May all the gods preſerve the bounteoug 
ro Arcas, 
A double portion ! now, my honeſt lads, 
There's brave encouragement to warm your hearts 
Now ſhew your skill, and who's the feateſt fellow, 
Now ſing and dance her down to your deſires. 
Now Phillida, let faithleſs Damon ſee a 
What love and honeſty have gain'd by truth; 
And what his pranks have loſt by wickedneſs, 
Phil. Diſhoneſty ſhall never gain on me. 
Mop. A double dow'ry, Cimon, now's our time; 
Cim. Ay, but I'matender-hearted ; my poor hope: 
Will never bloſſom while ſhe looks fo frofty. 
Cor. Learn of thy brother, lad: Thou ſeeſt he 
knows 
No fear nor grief: Up with thy heart, and at her. 
Cim. Well then, ſince you encourage mel will. 
Cor. Well ſaid, my Boy: Ah! this joyful day 
Has ſet my heart upon the merry pin; 
When 1 young, 'twas thus 7 play'd the ſweet? 
| cart, : 
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ben I follow'd a Laſs that was froward and ſoy, 

'O! I fuck to her fluff "till I made her comply, 
©! I took her ſo lovingly round the waift, 

Ard I ſmack'd her lips, and I held her faſt. 

hen hugg d and huall d, 

She ſqueal'd and ſquall d; 

Aud tho' ſhe voc d all I did was in vain, | 
ſe 74 
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Yet I pleas'd her ſo well, that ſbe bore it again, 
Yet I pleasd, &c. 
Then hoity toity, 
Whisking frisking, 
Green was her gown up en the praſs ; 
O! ſuch cvas the joy of our dancing days, 
Of! ſuch was the joy of our dancing days. 


Arc. Well done, my merry heart, come, Coryden, 
Now let us leave theſe lovers free to woo, 
And he that firſt ſubduing, and ſubdu'd, 

Comes hand in hand to ask her bridal dow'r, 
In farther token of my love, my ſelf 
Will crown him with a chaplet worth his wearing. 

As. Now for the garland— 

Mp. — Live the noble Arcas. 

(Exeunt Arcas and gon ſeverally. 

Cor. Let me but live to ſee that knave, 

The graceleſs Damon bobb'd ; let him but wear 
The willow, I'll jump into my grave 


With joy (Exit. 


Dam. — So now have I probably 
All my whole work to do over again, 
This double dow'r, no doubr, will turn her brain, 
And ſet the wind-mill of her ſex again, (. ſi de. 
Mop. Now, Cimon, now! 
Cim. I'd rather you'd ſpeak firſt. 
Mop. No you are the elde 
Cim. But my heart miſgives me 
Phil. Still ſilent, no kind x yet from Damon? 
Has fortune no effect upon his heart. (aſide. 
Cim. No, no, I tell you I ſhall never hit 
The tune alone . 
Mop, — Well then, be ſure you back me. 


AIR VI. 


Tell me, Philly, tell me roundly, 
When you vill your heart ſurrender ? 
Cir, Faith and troth, I love thee woundly, 
Aud I wa the firſt pretender. 


Mop. 


ly. 


xit, 
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ke thy choice: 
op. Here's a heart =— |, 
im, And here's a hand too. 
Mop. His, or mine, 
Cim. All is thine, - # 
Mop. Body and goods at thy command too; 


Phil. How harſh and tedious is the voice 


Ot loye from any but the voice deſired. 


AIR VII. 


fo While you both pretend a paſſion, 
*Tavould be cruel to chuſe either. 


1 To preſerve your inclination, 


I muft kindly fix on neither. 
To be Juft » 
Now I muſt | 
Make yours and yours be equal caſes 5 
T herefc ore pray, 
From this day, 
J never may behold your faces. 


Now be ſilent ; if Damon is inclin'd 
To ſpeak, his turn is next, you've had your anſwer: 
Mop. Well, let him ſpeak ; may hap your face 
May get as little good from him as ours. 
From you: *Tis not every Man will marry you : 
Don't cry Cimon, it only makes her prouder. 
Cim. She has given me ſuch a Kick o'the Heart 
Iſhall never recover it. 
Phil. Hark thee, Cimon; 
T like thee better than thy Brother far. 
Cim; O the Gracious! do you truly, and truly ? 
| Phil. T'll give the Proof this Inſtant; take him hence, 
And keep him from my Sight an Hour at leaſt: 
And when thou ſeeſt me next, come thou without him; 
Cim, Give me thy Hand on't ; 
. Phil, Huſh, not now, they'll ſee us. 
(+ Away 


+ _ 
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Away with him—— _ _ 

Cim. A Word's enongh---Pll do't. Come, 
Mepſus, come away for I haye a Thing to te Il Thee, 


7 — What ails 
The Fool? Thou'rt mad, 
Cim. Mad! ay, and fo would yori 
Be too, were my Caſe your's ; but come away; 
Mop. Nay, not ſo fait, good Cimon 
| (Cimon hurries off Mopfus. 
Dam. My charming Creature! this was kindly done: 
Never was Favour to a Fool fo well 
Diſſembled Te 
Phil, —=Yes,T have learnd from you Diſſembling; 
And you'll again diſſemble to reward me. 
Dam. Why ſo ſuſpicious, Phillia? Dont I love thee ? 
Why all this Buſtle at my Heart, when thus | 


I touch thy Hand, or gaze upon thy Eyes! 
Give me thy Lips and ſee how thou*tt miſtaken. 


Phil. No, Damon, Lips are but liquoriſh Proofs 
Ot Love, and thine too often have deceiy'd me. 


AIR VIII. 


Dam. Away with Suſpicion 
That Bane to Deſire; | 
The Heart that loves truly, all Danger defiet; 
The Rutes of Diſcretion 
Bui ſtifle the Fire; 
On its Meili alone true Beauty relies. 


N hat Folly to tremble 
Left the Lover diſſemble 
Uu Fire» 
Turtles that wot 
While we enjoy 
We muſt be true; 
Ant to repeat it is all, 
All, wwe can deſire, 


_ 
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* Phil. 'Tis thus thou 3 decoy'd my Heart: 
hou know'f I love, and therefore wou'd undo me. 
Dam. I know thou loy'ſt, and therefore won'd ſecurt 


15 thee. 
% AIR IX; 
Phil. pile you purſue me, 
3 Thus to undo me, 
Sure Ruin lies in all you ſay, 
| To bring your toying 
pfus. Up to enjoying, : 
one ; Gel ff the Prieſt, and then name the Day 
u, then, name the Day, 


ing; Laſſes are willing 
As Lads for billing, 
hee When Marriage Vows are kindly prefts 
Bo: Fes holy Father 
Tye us together. 
Then bill your füll, and bill your beft, 
fs hen, then, bill your beſt; 


Dam. What! not a Hand,a Lip for old Acquaintanee ? 
Not one poor Sample of the Grain my Dear, 
Unleſs I make a Purchaſe of the whole? | 
Phil. No, Damon; now tis time to end our Fooling : 
Conſent to wed me, or forbear to love. | 
Dam. What doſt thou think to ſtarve me into Marriage? 
Phil. Til ſtarve myſelf but Dll avoid thy falſhood. 
Crate were tliou wilt, PII feed no ranging Lovers. 
Dam. No, nor | won't he pounded while I can leap 
A Hedge; ſo keep your Graſs for Calyes to graze on 2 
Indeed not go a Mile for Paſture, Dame: 
75 " any 1 can make = 
il. Do leave me, do prove thyſelf a Traitor; 
Faithleſs inhuman Damen e | 
Dam. — Mighty well! 
This double Dower, I find, has turn'd thy Brain, 
And thou woud'ſt make me madder than thyſelf. 
A Husband, Death! a Mill-horſe ! what to grind; 


10 — grind in one poor hopeleſꝭ Round of Life ; 


day, to-morrow, and to-morrow fill To 
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To plod the Path I trod the Day before, 
O! methinks I feel the Collar on my Shoulders: 
NF Phil. Abandon'd Damon] now I begin to hate thee; * 
1 Dam. a. glad my Miſtreſs, that you'll ſpeak your | 
_ ind? 

if Some Girls will fool you on till one's Heart aches, - 
Al But ſince I know your Play, Forſooth, hang, lag, 
| Say I, and ſo farewel, fair Phillida. 


AIRX. 


— 


Dam. 71 range the World where Freedom reigns, 
And ſcatter Love around the Plains, 
Phil. 1'll ftrave my Love and rather part 
Then yeild my Hand, to fool my Heart. * 


Dam. The Frown of this I'll neev take ill: 
I here one denies there's tavo that will, 
Phil. Since Maids by Kindneſs are undone * 
Adieu Mankind I'll ſigh for none. 


Dam, No frozen Laſs ſhould hold me long. 

Phil. No Swain that's falſe my Love ſball wrong. 
Dam, Farewell, farewel---tis time to part. 

tl Phil. Thus from thy Hold I tear my Heart. 

4 Both. Farecvel, farewel, &c. 
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Il. | Around the Plains my Heart has rov'd ; 
1 The Brown, the Fair my Flames approv'd; 
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#he Pert, —the Proud by turns have Jod; 
And kindly fil d my Arms, 
W's I ſang, I tal d, I toy'd; 
While this I woo'd, I that enjoy) d, 
Ande'er the Kind with Kindneſs cloy d, 
>The Coy reſign'd ber Gbarms 


But now alas I thoſe Days are done; 
The Wrong'd are all reveng d by one, 
Who like a frighted Bird is flown, 

\ Tet leaves ber Image here, | 
O ! could I yet her, Heart recal, 
Before her Feet my Pride <yould fall, 


And for her ſake, forſaking all, 


Would fix for ever there. 


Could I have ever thought to have ſeen this Day 

That I ſhould:fold my Arms, and ſigh for one, 

Nay, one that in her turn has ſigh'd tor me, 

And only could ſubdue me by her parting! 

How could the Gypſy muſter ſuch a Spirit? 

The Pertneſs of her Pride has fo provok'd me, 

I ſhall never reſt in my Bed till ſhe 

Lies by me Here ſhe comes, and with her---ha ! 

Her Father! ſoft I am out of Favour there. 

Lie cloſe a while, and mark what Nails a driving. 
(Retire?. 


Enter Corydon, with Phillida, 


Cor. And I ſay, think no more of him. 
Phil. That's hard ! 
lot not enough to ſee him not? 
Cor. That's hard. 
Ayoid him, as the wildeſt Beaſt of Prey. 
He uſes Girls like Carrion : Not the Wolf 
In a Sheepfold, or hungry Fox on Poultry, 
Can make more havock than that wicked Rogue 
Among the Wenches Heart 
Dam. —— — That muſt be me { Behind 
Bur what ſays Philljda ? x | 
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Phil. Suppoſe this true; 


$1 | Yet could he ſtill be wrought to marry me? 
Vid Cor, My Patience] has he not refus'd to marry ? 
116 Phit. And therefore I have declar'd againſt his Love, 

| Cor. Ay, ay, but ſtill he lurks within your Heart, | 
Us if And till you drive him thence —— 
1481 Phil. I firiveto doit; 


| | Aud fill I fear undo me. 


And if you knewthe Pain you'd pity me. 
AIR IL 


A thouſand Ways to wean try Heart, 
Fre try'd, yet can't remove hin; 
And though for Life Poe ſworn to part, 
For Life ! find] love him; 
Seil [ould the dear falſe Man return, 
And with new Vows purſue me, ] 
His ftiatt ring Tongue would kill my Scorn, 


C. Conſider PÞilly, it thou art fairly married, 


FLY YT Y WY" 


(And thou haft choice of Cimon or of Mopſus,) 
How happy will thy double Dowry make thee ? 
Phil. | do confider, Father; ſo ſhould you; 

As a low Fortune with the Man I love, 
Can't make me rich; Riches with a Man 
1 hare, cau't make me happy | 
Dam. — Gallanc Girl! 
Ol could eat thy very Lips that ſpoke ir. ( Bebin! 
Cor. Sce, yonder's Cimon coming ! for my Sake, 
Dear Phillida, give him at leaſt a Smile ; 
A little Love endur'd may teach the Boy 
In time to pleaſe thec 
Pil. Well, bnce you deſire it, 
But Aſapſus has the (ame Pretenſions too; 
Send him ta make his equal Claim, 
And cill he's fonnd I'll hear what Cimon ſays, 
Cor. Ah: Phillida thou gain'it my Heart, x 
Ill fend him, (Ext 
Dari, Now ſhall I meaſure by their Hopes my own = 


2 
Love, 


art, 


e bia 
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To her Cimon ſinging. 
AIR III. 


Cim. Behold and ſee thy wounded Lover, 
Whoſe Truth from thee cwill ne er depart ! 
O let my Tears at lenebt diſcover, 
One gentle Smile to heal my Heart. 
Phil. Here in the World no Man but Cimon, 
None of the Female Kind but I, 
With me ſbould end the Name of Woman, 
With thee the Race of Man ſbould die. 


Cim. O cruel Sound! falfe hearted Pbillida ! 
Did'f thou not ſay, thou loved'ſt me better than 
My Brother Mopſus? 

Phil. — Ves, but twas, 

As of two Eyvils, I would chuſe the leaſt; 

Stay till I am bound to chuſe, and then reproach me. 
Thy crying makes me laugh, his laughing makes 
Me ſleep.— There's all the hopeful Difference. 


AIR IV. 


Cim. O what Plague is Love, 
[. cannot bear it. 
W hat Life ſocurſt can prove, 
Or Pain come near it, 
When I would tell my Mind, 
My Heart miſdeubts me; 
Or when [ ſpeak, I find 
With Scorn ſhe routs me. 
> in vain is all I ſay, | 
5 Her Anſwer ſtill is nay 8 
6 O diſmal, doleful Day / 
Phillida fouts me. 
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Mop. 


Phil, 


nil. 


Mop. 
Phil. 
Cim. 


Mop. 


Cim: 


D AMON and P HILLID A. 
Enter Mopſus ſinging. 


AIR V. 


Ah! poor Cimom! dud a cry? 

Well a-day ! wipe an Eye. ! 0b fy, Phillidz? 
To treat him ſo ſcornfully ! 

Shamefully, ah! 
Phillida 5. 

No, no, no, Sir Pert and Dull ! 
Simpleton, Paperskull ! I for ever ſhall 
Think thee far the greater Fool; 

There fore will give thee Cauſe 

With him to cry. 

Toll! lol! Toll! doll | == Now I pray, 
Who has Cauſe moſt to cry, ah! well a day! 
WW hat care II why let her ſcoff, 
[canlaugh ; play ber off, better than you. 
Ab. poor Mopſus thou'rt a Fool! 

I fay you are a greater Owl. 
. Nay, now I'm ſure that's a Lye. 
. What's a Lye? 

- That's a Lye? 
. I ſay "tistrae. 


AIR VI. (The Air changes. 


Give over your Love, you great Loobies, 
[ hate youboth, you Sir, and you too s 
Did ever a Brace of ſuch, Boobies, 

The Laſs that detefts them purſ. e? 
Hoco! 

60. — 

O I am ready to faint; 
lech are you ? (To Mopſus. 


Il by truely ſbe treats us but ſo fo, 
For my Part, I think ſbe's a Devil: * 
XN javenamadd ſcorn for to do ſo. 
Of; ! fr! ſuch Words are uncivil. * 
; WW 
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opſus. 


Phil, 


Phil. 


Cim. 
Mop. 


Cim. 
Mop. 


Phil 


Prepare then to hear thy laſt Sentence 2 
Before I'd wed either, much rather 
I'd ftand onthe Stool of Repentance, 
And want for my Bantling a Father. 
Go 


n Wo! I'm ready to faint; 


And T too. 


Was ever a Slut ſo unhuman ? 

Odzooks) let us take down her Mettle, 

I dare not-—_— 

Let me come; pſhaw, <vaw, Man 
She only has water'd a Nettle. | 


In ſhort, this won't do, Mrs. Vixon; 
For one of us twoyou muſt now chuſe, 
Then you are the Man that I fix on, 
And you — are the Fool [ref uſe. 


3 (Strikes each a Box on the Ea 
ounds | 


im. 
Sm. and Mop. Go! the Devil would fly ſuch a Spouſe: 


© Phil. If there's a Joy comes near recovering thoſe 


We love, ſure tis to filence thoſe we hate. 


ben Cimon and Mopſus are gone, Damon preſents bim: 


Dam. 


Phil. 


ſelf to Phillida, fenging. 
AIR VI. 


Lee! behold, and ſee, 
With an Eye kind and relenting, 
Damon mow repenting, 

Only true to thee ;; 
Content to love, and love for Life. 
—— If you, now ſincere, | 
With an honeſt Declaration, 
Mean to prove your Paſſion, 

To the Purpoſe ſwear, 
And make at once a Maid a Wife, 


« — 
— — 
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Dam; — J, for Life, Tinke thee, 


Never to Forſake thee, 
Soon or late 
I find our Fate, 
o Hearts aftray 
Dives the Way, 
And brings to laſting Joys the Rover home. 


Phil. A ver kind and tender 


Conquer d, I ſurrender; 
Prove but true, 
As Þ[ to you, 
Zach kindling Kiſs 
Shall yield a Bliſs, 
That only from the conflant Lip come 


AIR VIII. 


Dam: To the Prieſt away and bind our Vows, 


With our Hands and Hearts united. 


Phal. To reduce the Rover to lawful Spouſe 


Is a Triumph, my Heartis delighye4 


Dar. If I never could fix, 


*Tevas the Fault of the Sex, 
Who eaſily yielding, were eaſy to cloy. 
„But in Love we ſtill find, 
When the Heart s cell inclin d, 
I One only One, is the Fey, 
But in Love, &c. 


FINIS. 


